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" Good cheer, faint heart ! though all look dark. 
Though few men know, each leaves his mark. 
So each must struggle, straight and stark. 
In this world's great fraternity. 
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For every passing glimpse of thought. 
Fleeting, perhaps, and scarcely caught. 
Shows where some battle's being fought, 
A landmark in Eternity." 







PREFACE 

A WORD of explanation seems necessary in publishing this 
little record of happy days of rest spent in this 
distant rock-bound home of the winds. It does not aspire 
to be a guide or history of Sark, but rather a lightly- 
touched picture that may kindle kindly memories in those 
who have seen and a desire to see in those who have not. 
My thanks are due to Messrs. Macmillan for their 
kind permission to quote on pp. 8 and 36 the verses 
from their volume, entitled "Roots: a plea for tolerance." 

D. B. 
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A small sweet world of wave-encompassed wonder. 
Kept from the wearier landward world asunder 
With violence of wild waters, and with thunder 
Of many winds as one." 

"The Garden of Cymodoce" (Swinburne) 
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PROPERTY OP 
tME CITY OF NEW ^'ORlC 



SARK 

T^EAR little Sark ! I dare say there are many people 
who do not even know where it is. Well, it lies 
nestling away in the Channel Isles, seven miles from 
Guernsey, its only coast-guards the sea-gulls on its craggy 
cliffs. To reach Sark, you go first to Guernsey, either 
from Southampton or from Weymouth ; then at St. 
Peter Port you take a local boat, that speeds you in an 
hour to Sark — the most perfect little Paradise on earth, 
where artists find a picture at every twist and turn. 

When you make the Creux Harbour you land at 
once, if the tide serve : at low water boats take you off, 
and put you ashore at half a franc a head. At the top of 
the steps leading to the Harbour you are beset by Jehus, 
eager . to take you to your hotel, or, if you have only 
come for the day, to drive you round the Island. The 
carriages that meet you at the Harbour were made in 
the year one, and bumping along in them is as good as 
Sandow's exercises. The boat returns to Guernsey about 



.•••;; fiv^ o'clock in the afternoon. 
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"THE ALERT" 



THE HARBOUR 

TN the year 1588, the then Seigneur, Helier de Carteret, 
made a tunnel through the clifF, built the breakwater, 
and erected capstans to haul up boats. The present 
Harbour, begun in 1866, cost ^14,000, a sum that 
will be soon cleared off, as the steam-boat is charged 
half a franc for each visitor and the inhabitants pay a 
small tax. To the same end a tax is levied on the 
sale of alcoholic liquors. 

The Harbour is defective, and as all boats have 
to be hauled up for the winter, the fisher folk cannot 
use large boats such as those of Guernsey. It would 
have been much wiser to have built it at the Eperquerie, 
which is on the north of the Island, and two miles 
nearer Guernsey. 
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HOTELS AND LODGINGS 



/^N passing through the tunnel we find ourselves at the 
foot of a steep hill about a mile long and in 
places very pretty ; branches of trees stretch right across 
the road with honeysuckle and the wild rose clustering 
in prodigal profusion. At the top of this hill is the 
H6tel Bel Air with its delightful garden. The other 
hotels are the Dixcart and Stock's, further on in the 
Dixcart Valley. 

Many of the fisher folk are glad to take in lodgers. 
I give the names of a few : — 

Mrs. Henry, Tanguerelle, 
Mrs. Baker, La Tour, 
Mrs. Briggerman, Le Port, 
Mrs. Carr^, Beau Voir. 
The largest lodging-house is the Beau Sejour. 
These are all clean : the cooking is good and the 
people most obliging. 

Sark has now a Post Office of its own ; but its 
methods are delightfully primitive, letters being delivered 
in a garden-basket. The Island is connected with 
Guernsey by submarine telephone. 
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THE WELLS 

opHE Wells in Sark are quaint and picturesque. The 
girl in our photograph is the Belle of Sark going 
to draw water. I am sure she will easily find willing 
helpers to carry it home for her. 
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JEAN PHILIPPE DE CARTERET 

^T^His is the portrait of Jean Philippe de Carteret, who 
keeps the principal shop on the Island, wherein 
you will find almost everything you can think of. I 
could not get a photograph of madame, as she was not 
well on the day I went to take it. 
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HILIPPE OE CARTERET 



THE PRISON 



CLOS AU JOAN COTTAGES 



THE PRISON 

A T the top of the avenue are two roads : that to the 
right leading to the Church, the other to the 
Vicarage. You pass the Prison and the Girls' School on 
the way. The Prison is an odd-looking little building, 
in which few are ever imprisoned — no one, indeed, can 
be locked up for more than three days. Those whose 
offence renders them liable to a longer term than this 
are taken to Guernsey. Sark possesses two constables, and 
their duties cannot be called arduous. 
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THE CHURCH 

^npHE Church was built in 1820, licensed by the Bishop 
of Winchester in the following year, and consecrated 
in 1829. It cost about ^11,000. It is a pity the 
design shows so little taste. Its erection was due to 
two Peter le Pelleys, father and son, and both Seigneurs. 
One half of the sittings are free, the others belong by 
inalienable right to certain farmers and their descendants. 
The old bell weighed 104 lb, and had on it the 
inscription : — 

De par mon St. de Owan, 

1580 

It hung between two posts close by, and was certainly 
there twenty years ago, but I cannot find out what has 
become of it now. The present bell, of beautiful tone, 
is about fifteen years old. 
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'HE CHURCH 



GHOSTS OF SARK 



TT rHEN any beast is killed a notice is fixed to the 
Church door proclaiming the event and advising 
buyers to send at once for any joints they may require. 
Here is a facsimile of one such proclamation : — 

-^ui. \uttaJ , . 



As soon as pigs are killed they are sewn up in bags 
to await the steamers which take them to market. This 
is done to prevent the flies, which are very troublesome, 
from spoiling the skins. The scene pictured in the 
photograph seemed to me well worth recording. 
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THE VICAR 

'T^HE Vicar receives no tithes. His patron, the 
Seigneur, presents his nominee to the Bishop of 
Winchester, engaging to pay a certain stipend. If the 
Bishop approves the Vicar-elect, he gives a licence. 
From the Vicar so appointed the Seigneur cannot, with- 
hold the stipend ; nor can the Vicar be suspended or 
deprived of his office, save by the Ecclesiastical Court. 
He has the right to a house and garden, kept in repair 
at the Seigneur's charges ; to five shillings for each 

marriage solemnized, and three shillings for each entry in 
the register ; but nothing for baptisms or funerals. The 

custom at this last is for the clergyman to set out from 
the house and to lead the procession of mourners on foot. 
The burial service is conducted in French, that of the 
Prayer Book of the Church of England being used. The 
translation of this was made by order of Queen Elizabeth. 
During the summer the morning service, at 10.30, 
is in English, as English clergymen staying in the Island 
help the Vicar ; Evensong, at six, is always in French, 
in which language the , Vicar preaches, as few of the 
inhabitants understand English really well. Holy Com- 
munion is celebrated every Sunday at 8 a.m. 
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THE REV. LOUIS 



THE VICARAGE 

/T^HE Vicarage used to be. called the Parsonage. It was 
built by Helier de Carteret, the first Seigneur. 
The house is, of course, much altered now, but portions 
of the walls are very thick, indicating their great age. 
Philip de Carteret, third Seigneur, was born here. The 
view from the front is lovely, with the Dixcart Valley at 
one's feet. There is a large garden at the back, through 
which there is a private path that leads one out close 
to the Church. 

Concerts are held in the summer months outside the 
Vicarage. The scene is a charming one — ^^ath Chinese 
lanterns hanging from the windows and the trees. 
Visitors from the hotels and divers residents often assist 
at these entertainments. 

The present Vicar is the Rev. Louis N. Seichan, 
who has been incumbent there for about ten years. He 

A 

was formerly chaplain in the lies des Diables, where 
Dreyfus was imprisoned. 
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A SARK WEDDING 



A Sark wedding is a very quaint afFair — and we assisted 
at one. The service was in French ; at its 
conclusion the bridegroom bent down and kissed the bride. 
Then, without even offering her his arm, he trotted off 
to the vestry to sign the register, the poor bride humbly 
following. The bell-ringer rang the one bell with such 
vigour that he grew exceedingly red at the job. 

Presently, bride and bridegroom reappeared, the bride 
now leaning on the bridegroom's arm. She was dressed 
in white cashmere and wore a white hat and feathers. 
They marched down the aisle to the carriage that was 
waiting for them and drove round the Island, accompanied 
by the rest of the wedding party, distributing cake and 
wine, as is the custom here after a wedding. In the 
evening, a dance was held in the bride's old home, her 
father and mother having invited all the Island. The 
dance was kept up till early dawn. I asked one of the 
company how she had enjoyed herself. She replied, 
" Well, indeed, there was a grand supper, but the music 
was very poor — only one accordion, and, as the player 
knew only one tune, it was rather monotonous." 
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ROSE COTTAGE 



T EAviNG the Vicarage, we pass by Rose Cottage, one of 
the prettiest in Sark. When we come to the top 
of the hill, passing by the doctor's house on the way, 
we find ourselves near the Windmill. 
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THE WINDMILL 



/TpHis is the principal landmark on the Island ; from it 
there is an extensive view of Guernsey and the tiny 
Isles of Herm and Jethou. (The shutters of the Mill 
were being repainted, so my picture had to be taken 
without them.) It is quite worth while to walk thither 
after dark to see the lantern beams flashed by the light- 
houses across the sea. 

'^Each thought, as it forms and rises, 
Is full of solemn awe ; 
Wildly it breaks and scatters 
The germ of a thousand more ; 
Onward and ever onward, 
The old thoughts and the new. 
Waking and fading together 
The false lights and the true. 
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Truths unrevealed show dimly. 
And pass with a fitful gleam; 
The marks of a soul's great battle 
Flit past like a misty dream, 
Winding and changing quickly. 
Clashing at times in strife, 
Yet their bitterness all softened 
By the spell of their Spirit-life." 
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THE COUPfcE 

/T^His is the chief " sight " in Sark ; it divides Great 
Sark from Little Sark. 
Many years ago, an American ship was wrecked in 
a southerly gale on the Anon, the Cleft Rock, situated 
at the extreme southern point, and since called the 
"American Rock." Tradition has it, that the deck cabin, 
wherein was much treasure, was washed ashore in Dixcart 
Bay, but that the whole crew was drowned. Strange 
agonizing wailings and cries are heard just before southerly 
gales — some will tell you that these are warnings from 
the sea of gales to come, others that the dead are weeping 
for their lost treasure. It is thought that some of the 
crew, dead or alive, were washed into the "Caverne des 
Lamentes," just under the Couple ; while others hold that 
the sounds are due to the compression of the air in the 
cave, which is of a peculiar shape — having a narrow 
funnel-like opening, through which the confined air 
escapes. Few Sarkese have heard the strange noises, or 
if they have heard them they will not confess it. In 
1802, a man was walking on the Coup6e, and heard 
what he supposed were loud cries for help; no one could 
be seen, so he fancied they were the calls of sea-gulls. 
Next day it blew a gale ; a farmer from Little Sark, 
bearing sheaves of corn to pay tithe to the Seigneur, was 
blown over the Couple and killed. 
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SILVER MINES AT PORT GOREY 



A CERTAIN Mr. Hunt brought over some Cornish miners 
in 1835, and began to search for copper at Le Pot. 
In this he did not succeed, but a vein of lead ore, rich 
in silver, having been located near Port Gorey, shafts 
were sunk and levels driven, it is said, for some miles 
under sea. One shaft was sunk ninety fathoms below 
sea level. The ore was worth j^6oo a ton. The vein, 
however, was too narrow to pay for the working, and 
though jTj 4,000 were spent, only ^4,000 were received 
in return for the outlay. A ship loaded with ore — not 
insured — sailed, and was never heard of again. In the end 
the plant itself was sold off (1844). Sark was probably 
never so prosperous as when these mines were being 
worked. The poor Seigneur was ruined and had to sell 
the Seigneurie. This was bought by Mrs. T. G. CoUings, 
grandmother of the present Seigneur. 

The inhabitants apparently do not wish to see the 
mining operations begun again, fearing, as they do, that 
their wells would be drained. Nor do they desire to see 
their Island overrun with strange miners from Cornwall 
or elsewhere. 

The ruins that are left, witnesses to the venture, look 
like ghosts of the past, and are rather depressing. 
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SARK FROM BRECQHOU 



THE ISLE OF BRECQHOU 

npHis little Island is well worth a visit, as from it you 
get a magnificent view of Sark. Only one family 
lives here now : when two did attempt it there was, 
thanks to the resulting quarrels, only failure. The 
present occupier — a twentieth century Robinson Crusoe ! 
—has plenty of rabbits and fish, but is at the mercy of 
the weather for flour and other necessaries of life — runs, 
in fact, the risk of being starved should a storm rage 
for many days. 
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GOULIOT CAVES 

TT THEN you havc passed Beauregard Farm, you come to 
the Fr^gond^e, a picturesque spot with some 
cottages on the hillside. Further up the road is the 
Pilcher Monument : here there is another fine view. Next 
comes the pathway leading to the Havre-Gosselin, 
whence the sailors set out when they go a-fishing : 
they reach their boats by means of ladders. On your way 
back again, passing through Beauregard, you descend the 
lane and strike across country over two fields, and then 
down another lane to the headland above the Gouliot 
Caves. This, I consider, perhaps, the finest view in 
Sark: Brecqhou seems to be quite near to you. 

The Gouliot Caves are one of the sights of Sark. 
To reach them you go down a narrow path, and after a 
good scramble over some boulders, find yourself in the 
first cave : it is simply a mass of colours, sea-anemones 
of many hues covering every hole and crevice ; it is, 
indeed^ one of the most beautiful things I have ever seen. 
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THE ROAD TO 1 
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GOULIOt CAVES 

R. Swinburne, in his "Garden of Cymodoce," which 
describes Sark, has these lines on the Caves : — 

" O flower of all wind-flowers and sea-flowers, 
Made lovelier by love of the sea 
Than thy golden own field-flowers, or tree-flowers 

Like foam of the sea-facing tree ! 
No foot but the sea-mew*s there settles 

On the spikes of thine anthers like horns. 
With snow-coloured spray for thy petals, 
Black rocks for thy thorns. 

"Was it here, in the waste of his waters. 

That the lordly north wind, when his love 
On the feirest of many king's daughters 

Bore down for a spoil from above. 
Chose forth of all farthest far islands 

As a haven to harbour her head. 
Of all lowlands on earth and all highlands. 
His bride-worthy bed? 

"Or haply, my sea-flower, he found thee 
Made fast as with anchors to land. 
And broke, that his waves might be round thee. 

Thy fetters like rivets of sand? 
And afar by the blast of him drifted 
Thy blossom of beauty was borne. 
As a lark by the heart in her lifted 
To mix with the morn ? " 
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THE SEIGNEUR 



^T^HE Seigneur does not, as many suppose, own the 
Island : he is entitled to certain tithes which are 
not ecclesiastical. He receives one-thirteenth of the pur- 
chase money of all land sold, and in certain events, of 
the land itself. He also has his share of any wreckage. 
He is patron of the living, and before the Sark Militia 
was disbanded acted as Lieut.-Colonel. He administers 
the Acts of Parliament, or " Ordinances," subject to an 
appeal to Guernsey. He nominates the Seneschal and 
some other officials, and is the sole licensing authority. 
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ARCHWAY OUTSIDE THE SEIQNEURIE 



THE SEIGNEURS OF SARK 





RcUtiooahip 


Date of 






to Predecestor 


Death 




Helier de Carteret 






Became ist Seigneur by 
Grant in 1563 


Sir Philip de Carteret, Knt. 


Son 






Sir Philip de Carteret, Knt. 


Son 






Philip de Carteret 


Son 


1662 




Sir Philip de Carteret, Bart. 


Son 


1693 




Sir Charles de Carteret, Bart. 


Son 


I715 




James Milner 




1730 


Became Seigneur by pur- 
chase in 1 72 1 


Joseph Wilcock, Bishop of 


Son-in-law 




Became Seigneur by pur- 


Gloucester 






chase in 1730 


Mrs. S. le Pelley 




1733 


Became Seigneur by pur- 








chase in 1730 


Nicolas le Pelley 


Son 


1742 




Daniel le Pelley 


Brother 


1752 




Peter le Pelley 


Son 


1778 




Peter le Pelley 


Son 


1820 




Peter le Pelley 


Son 


1839 




Ernest le Pelley 


Brother 


1849 




Peter Carey le Pelley 


Son 


1864 




Mrs. T. G. CoUings 




1853 


Became Seigneur by pur- 
chase in 1852 


Rev. W. T. CoUings 


Son 


1882 




WiUiam F. CoUings 


Son 


Present 
Seigneur 





The sweet old gateway in the picture is a very 
favourite spot with artists, and one is almost always sure 
to find somebody hard at work near by. The day I 
took this photograph, the glade where the cow is grazing 
was bathed in sunshine^ and one seemed to have a 
veritable glimpse into fairyland. 
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THE SEIGNEURIE 

^T^HE Seigneurie belonged to Nicolas le Pelley, and was 
rebuilt in 1730. He abandoned the old Manor 
House, which became the Parsonage. It has been much 
altered since then : land added, trees planted, gardens 
made. The flower garden is a delightful spot — everything 
seems to grow well there: an espalier fig-tree here brings 
forth its fruit by hundreds. A clump of cork trees has 
been sadly damaged by " trippers," who have cut ofl?" 
pieces to take away. 
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THE SEIGNEURIE TERRACE 



OUEEN Elizabeth gave Hclier dc Carteret, the first 
Seigneur, six pieces of fine artillery : two semi- 
culverins weighing 29 cwt. each, two sakers of 16 cwt., 
and two falcons of 9 cwt. each. One of these, a bronze 
culverin, can be seen behind the house. The inscription 
runs: 

Don de sa Majestie 
La Royne Elizabeth au Seigneur de Sercq 

A.D. 1572. 
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GATEWAY IN THE SEIGNEURIE 

GARDEN 

^npHis charming little gateway divides the flower and 
kitchen gardens : at the end of the former stands 
the Chapel belonging to the Seigneurie. The building 
has never been consecrated, and is' used now as a store 
room. Outside the entrance is a water stoup of great 
age, which, according to the local tradition, was brought 
here by St, Magloire. A short path to the left brings us 
quickly back to the house. 
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THE HERBACEOUS BORDER 

'TpHERE is no more beautiful spot in the whole of the 
Channel Islands than this herbaceous border in the 
Seigneurie. It is full of treasures beloved by all gardeners 
— single sunflowers and daisies, Madonna lilies and del- 
phineums, with poppies in the foreground — a perfect blaze 
of colour to which no photograph can do full justice. 
One can fancy Mr. Elgood, the King of Garden Artists, 
sitting here, with one of his charming pictures growing 
beneath his brush. 

Click ! click ! goes the gardener's spade near by, 
and a robin, looking extremely knowing with his head 
on one side, watches his every movement with his bright 
eyes, ready to drop from his station on the hedge on 
any luckless worm that may be turned up. The hum 
of a myriad insects fills the air as the bees hurry 
from one flower to another, the joyous notes of the 
birds float down from every tree, the breeze is laden 
with the scent from the gay flowers and sweet shrubs. 
A perfect paradise indeed into which the note of the 
Church bell comes floating with its message of peace 
and hope. 
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THE LANGUAGE 

'TpHE patois of Sark, Guernsey, and Jersey are the same, 
though the patois of Little Sark is said to differ 
from that of Great Sark. The men of Sark find the 
patois of Alderney difficult. A Sark man and a French 
Canadian easily understand each other's tongue : indeed, 
the patois is said to be almost identical. 

The ancient custom of " Clameur de Haro," which 
is fully described in " Coutume de Normandie," on 
which Guernsey law is based, still prevails in Sark as 
a means of protecting real property from infringement. 
The Crown Officers are bound to act on behalf of the 
King in the interests of the aggrieved party, but the 
formalities are so complicated that, though the protection 
offered by this ancient custom is still sought, the cases 
are invariably settled out of court to avoid the penalties 
which follow a frivolous claim. 
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THE COMING OF ST.MAGLORIUS 

T ONG ago Sark was ruled by a certain Count who lived 
in Guernsey. He was wounded and lay sick unto 
death. When all hope was abandoned, a stranger stood 
by his bedside, held the dying man's hand, and prayed 
awhile. St. Maglorius, for it was he, placed his hand on 
the Count's head and bade him rise and live many years, 
and so it was. To show his gratitude, the Count gave 
the Saint the half of the Island. A flock of sea-gulls 
flew over to Sark to tell the good news to the fish, and 
the birds, the flowers, and the beasts. So they all migrated 
to the Saint's half of the Island, leaving behind them 
the Count's half a desert. 

When the Count heard of this he was very angry, 
and sailed for Sark determined to kill the Saint ; but 
when he saw him so good and gentle, his wrath melted 
away, and he repented him of his evil design, and gave 
the Saint the whole Island. Thereupon, fish and bird, 
flower and beast, spread once more all over it. To this 
day, though, the part that was first given to the Saint 
is the more fertile and the neighbouring sea the fuller of 
fish. Many a miracle did the Saint perform : he made 
the deaf to hear and the dumb to speak ; and he killed 
the great serpent which was the terror of Jersey, and so 
his fame spread through all the land. 
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PORT DU MOULIN 



^\Zov now are- come to Port du Moulin. You pass 
on the way down a sweet little cottage, called 
L'Ecluse, covered with geranium and passion-flower. 
Port du Moulin affords a lovely view of Brecqhou — the 
noted Autelets are to the right. Through a cleft in the 
rock, one gets a fine view of them. Near by, too, are 
to be seen the remains of reservoirs made by St. Magloire, 
to supply the water-mill he built ; and also its foundations. 
That a man could settle down on such a barren waste 
as Sark then was, reclaim the land, and establish disciples 
there, almost passes belief: yet St. Magloire did all this 
and built both Mill and Chapel too. 
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VIEW FROM PORT OU I 
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LES AUTELETS AND BOUTIQUE 

CAVES 

QwiNBURNE has some fine lines, descriptive of these 
dangerous rocks, which are well worth quoting : — 

"The black bright sheer twin flameless Altarlets 
That lack no live blood-sacrifice they crave 
Of shipwreck and the shrine-subservient wave, 
Having for priest the storm-wind, and for choir 
Lightnings and clouds whose prayers and praise are fire.*' 

Near by these crags is the Eperquerie, the old 
landing-place for the Island, which takes its name from 
the poles over which the fishermen hang their fish 
(6perchoient) . 

Boutique Caves are also close at hand, and can be 
rowed into at high tide. Hooks are still to be seen 
there on which smugglers, or more probably wreckers 
and pirates, hung their booty to be out of harm's way 
till it could be removed. They say that if you lie 
down on the ground above at a certain point, you can 
hear tap, tap, as if some one were striking the rock 
with a stone : this strange noise, which has certainly 
greatly frightened some of the inhabitants, is heard only 
between 9.30 and 10 o'clock ! 
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TIDES AND CURRENTS 

QPRiNG tides have a range of about thirty-five feet, neap 
tides of about half that. Once a year, though, the 
spring tide rises nearly forty-two feet. On 24 November, 
1872, a steam tug, "The Gosforth," was wrecked 
between Herm and Jethou. On board, were the late 
Seigneur, the Rev. W. J. CoUings, family and servants. 
Ten persons were crowded into a boat only eleven feet 
and a half long, built to carry six. After drifting about in 
a heavy sea for two hours, they managed to reach Herm, 
thanks to the Seigneur's coolness and resourcefulness. 
Out of seventeen trunks and boxes, only three were 
recovered : one came ashore at Herm the next morning, 
three weeks later a second was picked up off Dover, the 
third ofl?" the East Coast of Jutland — having, that is, 
floated into the Cattegat. It contained clothing and silver 
plate, and was only restored to the owners on 19 October, 
1880 — eight years after. 
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LE FORT 

T^EYOND Boutique Caves stretches the rocky promontory 
of the Nez, the northernmost point of the Island, 
whence there is a fine view of the coast. To the east 
lies the old fort of the Eperquerie. Walking back 
we turn down the road to the left and soon reach the 
little hamlet of Le Fort. My picture shows one of the 
quaint thatched pigsties, like an enormous beehive. 
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LA TOUR 



^T-^His old farm-house is, perhaps, the most beautiful in 
the Island and a great favourite with artists. It lies 
close to Le Fort. If we turn down the lane to our left 
on the way back to the main road, a walk of about a 
mile will bring us to the capital of Sark, La Colinette, 
and the Wesleyan Church, built in 1796. 
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A FOOTPATH DECORATED BY NATURE 



THE COWS 



I^^VERYBODY IcHows the beautiful breeds of cattle which 
take their names from the Channel Islands, and in 
Sark no other breed is allowed. The cattle are tethered 
in the fields to prevent their wandering, a chain being 
fixed to their horns and secured to an iron staple, which 
is moved every day. The calves are never allowed to 
remain with their mothers, but are brought up by hand : 
it seems to me a very dull arrangement for both the poor 
cow and her calf. 



FOOTPATHS 

T risiTORS should bear in mind that there are no public 
footpaths in Sark. The public may use a footpath 
a hundred years, and yet acquire no right of way. 
Unfortunately, such stupid and seemingly malicious damage 
has been done that the farmers have been on the point 
of closing the paths — they possess the power to do this at 
any time. 
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THE INHABITANTS OF SARK 

« 

^TpHE people are required to work on the roads so many 
days in the year, or pay a small sum of money 
instead : the result of their work would make a County 
Council weep ! An islander has to serve as constable 
for two years: there is no salary. Their taxes are 
extremely light. The people, as a rule, do not seem to 
value education : there is no compulsory attendance at 
school, so that educational matters are, on the whole, 
neglected. 

The subject of my photograph, at one time the 
most daring sailor on this dangerous coast, is a great 
favourite on the Island. He now spends his days 
gardening and selling the most delicious peaches and 
tomatoes during the season. Here he is taking a rest in 
the sun, having just wheeled his barrow across his garden. 
The kitten was a great amusement at the time when 
the picture was taken. 
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NILIPPE DE CARTERET 



HE CORNFIELDS 



THE LAWS OF SARK 

TT is impossible, with the space at my command, to give 
more than a very slight sketch of these laws. The 
Seneschal can inflict small fines and short terms of 
imprisonment. 

The Sark Parliament, as it may be called, consists of 
the landowners and tenants of the forty farms. They 
make laws, which must be confirmed by the Seigneur. 
Should Jie refuse, an appeal can be made to Guernsey. 
Each tenant has one vote for each farm he holds. When 
a farm is sold it must be sold in its entirety, and any 
relation within the seventh canonical degree may, if he 
objects to the sale, buy the farm at the price agreed to ; 
he cannot, however, exercise his option within six months. 
The Seigneur's leave must be obtained, and one-thirteenth 
of the purchase-money paid to him. If a tenant dies 
who has no relatives within the prescribed degree, the 
property reverts to the Seigneur. A man cannot devise 
his landed property by will, nor can he mortgage it on 
his death : it all goes to his eldest son ; if there be no 
son, to his eldest daughter. Land can be leased for only 
nine years: at the end of that time the tenant may or 
may not get his lease renewed. This is why there are so 
many removable houses in Sark. 
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ityrr little book is now nearly finished. At its end I 
repeat that Sark is one of the loveliest spots on 
the earth — set in a sea whose colour is ever changing, at 
one time opal, at another deep blue. I would advise those 
who seek quiet, and can do so, to visit it in the spring, 
when the Island, with its gorse in bloom and spring 
flowers flourishing, is one mass of colour, a dream of 
beauty. 

" A pearly mist, like a young bride's veil, 
Folds softly o'er the sea. 
And sportsome waves that all in the day, 
Have flashed and danced in glee. 

^^ Each rippling smile, now passed away 
With autumn's sun-red glare 
Lies hushed, as happy children bow 
At their mother's knee at prayer. 

" The same sweet calm is on my heart, 
The gentle heaving tide 
Bears now no trace of storm that swept 
O'er it in angry pride. 
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The surface sleeps all tranquilly 

O'er earth's born passion grave, 

And a gleam, like that of Heaven's first star 

Is trembling on the wave." 

From "The Hidden Path. 
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